WITHIN THE GATES         SCENE
you a place till, after a year or two's trial, I felt
certain you had learned how to behave yourself.
(A pause and a tense silence?)
YOUNG WHORE (with a stifled sob of humiliation).
I see.
(Another pause?)
How'm I to live through the two years?
BISHOP (forcing himself to speak harshly). I've
arranged that a pious Sisterhood should receive
you into their Hostel, where the  Reverend
Mother will care for you, watch over you, and
help you to live with becoming circumspection.
In return, when you begin to feel at home, you
can make yourself useful to the good Sisters.
YOUNG WHORE (with tightened lips). I see.
(The POLICEWOMAN enters, crosses in front
of the YOUNG WHORE and the BISHOP,
and looks fixedly and wonderingly at
the pair of them.    The YOUNG WHORE
looks down at her feet and the BISHOP
becomes interested in the top of his staff?)
POLICEWOMAN (speaking towards the BISHOP).
Nice die, m' lud.
BISHOP. I beg your pardon?
POLICEWOMAN. Said it was a nice die, m' lud.
BISHOP (stammeringly). Oh yes, quite; lovely
day, beautiful day; yes, indeed, a very beautiful
day.
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